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Of Fear and Caravans 


Once again we had 
direction anda plan. We 
needed to make our way 

to Britain, but there was 
still one thing that 
prayed upon me. I knew I 
had a task which must be 
completed to put the 
demons of my mind to 
rest. I had to return to 
the north mines, or I 
might never be able to 

do so again. I had 
thought my brother would 
be impatient with this 
delay, but he again 
surprised me. He was not 
only elated by my 
decision, he worked 
tirelessly to get 
everything set up. He had 
seen how just the 

mention of the north 
mines would make me 
uncomfortable. He also 
knew that if I did not 
confront this fear that 
it would, in time, cripple 
me. Once all of our needs 
had been gathered, we 
headed north. When we 
arrived I broke out ina 
cold sweat, and to this 
day I know not if it was 
a reaction over my 
failure in the Virtues or 


the death we had 
experienced. We had few 
close calls with bandits, 
but we were able to 

avoid them by practicing 
the patience and wariness 
we had abandoned before. 
After a few weeks I 

again found enjoyment in 
the pulling of ore from 
the earth and outwitting 
those who would take our 
lives. My brother noticed 
this, of course, and 
instantly declared that I 
had been cured of my 
fear. From then on we 
worked like ants, and 
when we finally migrated 
back to Minoc we had 
enough ingots to make a 
profit on the trip. Our 
friends noticed the change 
in me, and many beers 
made their way to our 
table in congratulations. 
Every miner knows about 
the fear of a place, and 
they also know how 
difficult it is to conquer 
the fear of the mind. 

The fact that I had 
prevailed over my fear 
was reason enough for 
most of the miners in 
Minoc, even those that 
did not like me, to 
celebrate well into the 
long night. The party was 
large enough that the 
entire city of Minoc shut 
down for the next few 
days on account of sore 
heads. Or at least that 
was what my brother told 
me. Since I was the 
center of that 
celebration, I was much 
worse off than most of 


the other participants. 
About a week later I was 
again feeling human, and 
my brother and I sat 

down to decide the best 
way to get to Britain. 
Our biggest problem was 
our ingots. To get them 
to Britain we would have 
to either get a string of 
pack animals, take passage 
with a caravan that 
already had wagons and 
such for transport, or 
liquidate them in Minoc 
and take the gold with 
us. Using pack animals 
would basically equate to 
handing over all of our 
ingots to bandits or 
murders. Liquidating our 
ingots in town would net 
us very little given the 
current glut of ingots on 
the market. That 

option was even 

worse given the fact 

that we were the 
principal reason for the 
state of the market. So 
we began checking up on 
the caravans that ran 
from Minoc to Britain. 

We completely ignored 
those caravans that had 

a bad reputations as well 
as those that had not 
been operating long. That 
still left us with two 
companies to choose from. 
We went to the Masters 

of both, and sought to 
gain the best deal. Both 
of them were shrewd 
bargainers, and we made 
sure they knew we were 
seeking the best bargain 
between them. In the end 
we achieved an agreement 


with one. In exchange for 
exactly half of our 
ingots, and our fighting 
abilities if they came 
under attack, the caravan 
would take us. While 

some have told me it was 
a harsh deal, for the 
time it was more than 
fair, given that the 
higher the value of the 
goods they carried, the 
greater risk they ran of 
being attacked by an 
entire bandit guild. We 
figured that we would 
still profit handsomely, 
since according to the 
caravan Master, whose 
name was Galein, the 
market for ingots was 
huge. In Minoc we could 
sell for about two gold 
an ingot, and sometimes 
three gold if it was a 
rushed or large order. 
However in Britain, ingots 
were going for almost 
fifteen gold each due to 
shortages. So in the end, 
even giving up half our 
ingots, we would make out 
very well. Plus by 
traveling with the caravan 
instead of trying to get 
there alone, we were 
almost guaranteed to 

make it to Britain with 
our goods intact. We 

were warned that there 
was normally at least one 
attack by bandits on any 
given trip, mostly to test 
their defenses. It was 
one way for the bandits 
to tell if it was a 
serious caravan with 
fighters to repel attacks, 
or some new idiot that 


thought he could make 

the trip with only a few 
warriors. This we had no 
problems with, for we 
would have fighters beside 
us to beat back any 
bandits. We practiced 
working with the caravan 
guards for the entire 
trip, since it was the 
first time we had ever 
fought in a group. The 
differences are very 
subtle, but with others 
around to point out our 
mistakes we rapidly 
became skilled in this 
form of fighting. It was 
well that we had 
practiced, for the bandits 
did indeed test the 
caravan. They came in 
numbers that were equal 
to ours, and only by 
fighting as a group were 
we able to defeat them. 
Luckily for us they had 
no discipline and they 
fought as individuals. We 
killed almost half of them 
before they retreated, 
and they ran so quickly 
that they left their dead 
where they lay. I only 
have a hazy recollection 
of the fight, for I was 
lost to my bloodlust. 
According to my brother 
and several of the other 
guards, I fought like one 
possessed by a demon. 
Several of the bodies 
upon the ground were my 
kills, though I do not 
remember fighting them. 
Several of the guards 
came and offered me 
thanks for saving them, 
or for turning the battle 


against the bandits at 
crucial times. While I 
accepted their thanks, for 
to do otherwise would be 
churlish, it made me 
uncomfortable. It is hard 
to accept thanks for 
things that you can not 
remember doing in the 
first place. Once we were 
sure that they were gone 
for good, Galein grimly 
ordered the dead stripped 
and their heads severed. 
One of the empty wagons 
was designated to carry 
that grisly cargo. Galein 
later told me that their 
numbers were almost 

three times greater then 
normal, and it was a 
certainty they had known 
of the ingots we carried. 
It had not been the usual 
test as my brother and I 
thought, but a concerted 
attempt to kill us all and 
take the caravan’s goods. 
That group had not been 
one band or guild, but 
had probably been every 
bandit and murder they 
could scrap together on 
short notice. That, Galein 
told us, was the reason 
we were carting those 
severed heads to Britain 
with us. He would turn 
them over to the town 
guards and collect any 
bounties that were on 
them. That would be used 
to pay the healers needed 
by the wounded, and what 
was left over would be 
divided between the 
caravan fighters. Since 
we also had defended the 
caravan we would get a 


share of the reward. Of 
those we had killed Galein 
recognized several bandits 
with substantial bounties 
on them, and he was 
confident that the reward 
would be a large one even 
after splitting it so many 
ways. We reached Britain 
without any more 

problems from bandits, 

and Galein was of the 
opinion that bandit 
attacks would be greatly 
curtailed for some time. 
Galein headed straight to 
the guard headquarters 
once we arrived in town. 
We delivered our ingots 

to the bank, and then 

took rooms at the Sweet 
Dreams Inn as we had 

told Galein we would. True 
to his word, Galein came 
by with our cut of the 
reward along with the 
thanks of the town 

guard. That evening, we 
sat and watched the 
sunset, eagerly awaiting 
the dawn... 
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